The Batchellors Fore-calt, 4 
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Cupid unbleſt being an Anſwer to Cupids Trappan or up the Green Forreſt. 
Though many Zelots do in Love ſeem boly | 

Yet be accounts it all to be bucks Hy. 


To the Tur. e. of C #p1a's Trappan. 
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K „ 


7 Nee did J lote aud a very pꝛetty Girl, Since the dothfo ſco2n me, with Sack il DK 
Thinking to make ber my alen, | will be ouf witted b none, (me 
Although the dis lo like the mather of Pearl, Wheſe feminine creatures art abi dute cheaters. 
Vet now »m I fledg'd and flown brave Boys. But now am l fledg'd and flaws brave Boys, » 


yet now am I fledg'd and flown, 
Bat unte I fate ber, what fancy bath tok her 
J word her andfaez her yet e did tcup, In the Fozeſt the ſeeks fo her nn, 
She anſaorred the wand have none, She hoops e ſhe bowls like woodeocks 02 Otwls = 
The dum af love J delle, Her bonay Birds fledg*d and flown brave Boys | 
Bat now am lfledg'd and fl>wn brave Boys, l 


ar humane ſorne Lobe, I conld not appa3be, 


J try*d u Art ta make her ts mz ſure» Her hamd2 was fingle alone; | 
And Ml A dis call har my own, Now J hive another that better than tet ber, 
Kt la ch! d induce to ſtoap to the lure, Her þonny Birds fiedgYand own brave Boys 


But pow | orn fiedg'd ang flown brave B ORE 


— 


wal 


Why ſhould Je fyed ber bament ta hide, lem comefrom the wars without any ſcars, 


Ia never bs linkt to one; — boug hl — — in = Action, 
Count Paidens and Pauthers twenty to ten. py mony doth chink, and I maſt have ſome dzink. 
Her bon ny birds fledg*d and flonn-brave Boys And a pox on this fooliſh. love ſaction, &c, 


J allways did wait on my pꝛetty Love Kate, Though I am ns Cripple pet well I can Tipple , 
Intending my Love foz to marry, 1ſco2n ſoꝛ to bauk my Liquoz, 

But ſince ſhe is no hattet, I'm none of her debtoz, he lulce et the G2ape tags better than Kate, 
The Devil ſhall hive her for Harry brave Boys. To the Tavern I am a cloſe flicker, 


A might bade bad all, and have given her the fall, But yet 1 adviſe, let's be merry and wiſe 
Thei's not hing that would me hinder, To ſbun many future diſaſters, (kind 
But ſomething that wozſe Child, C: azle. i Rurſe, I bongh young men may ind that Paidens are 
I never would light the tinder brave Boys, Let nevec let Love be four miflert. 


If app one tax me of falhaad in Love, If 1*d not march? off, te at me inanld (coff, 
And ſap il pavve true to none, J drather at Sea fo2 toventure, 

A pul d eut wry Sickle becauſe the was Fickle, It Xlooſe L eg ot Arm tis not ſo mui b harm, 
Her bonny birds fledg d and flown bra ve boys, As ſteering out Love to the center, K. 


I Love hath bowitcht her, what is it tome, Tis better ſoa pou to libe as vou be, 


J wouder blind Cupid would let ber, Then a faiſe hearted maid fo2 to marry, 
Since ſhe is nat ſwwatcht no ber honeffy tutcht. Not all the dete it of Beſ-'Sue ant Kate, 
Why mould the taryde in the fecter brave boys. Could never Trappan koneft Harry. 


Ss long as Ge is fre, ſhe cares nat to me, | FINIS. 
Her Paiden head ts her hono2, 
If che ung and laugh ll merciip quak, (boys With Allowance. 


And nee ſpend an idle thought on her brave 
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